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Farre, Painter to the Gatalryy of the Air

French Lieutenant,
Official. Artist for
the French Aviation
Corps, Tells of His
Work With Fliers

By DJUNA BARNES.

UP the stops of the French IliIi Com-

mission and into the office of Baron
Nuard.

On the walls there are framed notices

in French, a map or two, a chart of a
trench. In the corner, flanked hy letter
files and largo tomes marked "Personal
Bills" sits the pretty secretary.

The Baron is a tall man with heavy
rounded shoulders, gray liair rolls away
from eyes built plaintively and express-
ing a vague curiosity, like a middle aged
baroness in a Russian novel.

"You wish to see Lieut. Henri Farre,"
he said, looking at the end of his pencil

"aud'moving toward the desk. "lie doesu't
speak Knglisb, you know," lie went on,
using his own accent as another might
use perfume. "I shall Iiave to interpret
for you or ' he added, smiling a lit-

tle, '"you might interview me, we French-
men are all alike in war time."

I took aontlier turn about.
Enter Lieut. Farre.

A long table took up the middle of the
room. Seven sharpened yellow pencils
marked seven places for note taking, while
seven horsehair chairs stood at seven
angles around the borders of the room.
Suddenly the door opened letting in the
persons of Monsieur Frank Crowin-hie- hl

and Ijeut. Farre.
"Ron jour." murmured the Lieutenant,

bowing deeply, stretching his straps and
wrinkling tiii long senile! line that braided
his leg.

People had begun to appe.ir aliotit ths
table, a woman in a melan.-hol- veil w:th

tinv spot, another of medium height who

kepi .folding and unfolding her hands, a
heavy jonled gentleman with close et eyes

and a btintonniercjnf little li!liis. another
talking French to a third, ,hi!e he pa rod
his nails.

Monsieur the Lieutenant was speaking:

'I am very sorry I no' speak the English"
he was saying, moving his gray heard up
and down.

How He W Appointed.
Here he look Ins cloak off.. laying a

lapge porl folio on the table and a set .of
prints. He ben! his .slightly bald head

ocr them, tapping them. with his fingers.

"IV j'"li," he said, picking one'up. that
of a long faced aviator who bight have

bn a hooded bloodhound. Karon lluard
came foiward. ''The L'eutctian't says ihis
THctiire - a ery nice' one. He has his

own !ik's and dislike-'- - ecn .about his

:.'"
"I -- hail h.iv an exhibition." wctd on

the L-- ilt luut through the I'.aron. "I
.! to Americans what war is --

:i
' '1 '" lie looked awa in'o the dim,

.mi; gi'ccn of (iraniervy l'aik, his
b.ind- - b. hind lnui, wrist in palm.

"When the war broke out," he con-tiru'- td.

turning bark and standing with
hi- - legs apart, "I was in Buenos .yres. I
had bn u painting--- a mn-t- ai he here, an
ee these, a usoutb. A cuxviicd. head, a
lady, a gentleman. Thc.n I fftia iotvXf
cs","in '.-eVpl.ojc-

.l
whether 1
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Lieut. Henri Farre standing in

should draw a button so, paint a rose this
way, lay a hand that." He shrugged his
shoulders. "One forgets these things,
inadcmoi-eU- e. when mouths are being de-

stroyed, eyes blinded and mustaches them-

selves like paint-brush- full of blood."
He tumtd. bringing his heels together.

l went to the military authorities, I be-

longed then to a contingent not as yet
called to the colors, and I did not want
to remain a mere spectator.

'I was made delegate from the French
Araiy Mu.-eu-in by den. Xiox. tiovexnor
of the Invalided and director of the mu-

seum. Since when, mademoiselle, I have
been a spectator on the avenue of the
stars.

"You --ee before ou a man who in
middle life caiue face to face with the
nice-si- ty lor a change in methods. For
live month-- , tried to reconstruct my
vision. I'ntil the war came people-ha- d

thought little f aerial flight ami of aerial
existence. The idea, of painting, in the
air, if thought of at all, was only a sen-

sational speculation, something to be done
for eurio-it- y; but now that the machine is
ptrfeefed, now when the aeroplane has
come to stay, now' when more and more
people fly, and the thing begins (o be an

(oniinon place, the aidst as
well as the layman will have to change.

'Hitherto we have seen things on prac-
tically one plane; we are on a level and
express in art-an-

d literature that sensa-

tion produced by being one with the ob-

ject.
The World Lie Below.

'This is all changed.. when in flight,

The world lies. below you, the houses that-you- .

iiac looked up at now you look
down upon. The worbl has become, sud-

denly .Hat. people are., stxange. motions
under hat.--. Field of flowers, moving

cattle.- - brooks, liecs, all are laid put be-

fore you., one. with the .root's,- - yon se
only tbe, ends .of things, instead ol the

beginnings. You do not see the joois nor
the Jiools nor the fouudat'oit.-.- . pi can
look-- up to nojuug further iaing the
limille.-iS- . blue and to ,(iod--- at such a
height one only the top ol" llip heart.'
He laughed, patting tbe Karon o.n the
arm.

Mon-ieii- r.'' he said, "what children
people ;are, ; waft, bare . no,. gum ,t!i rough
this 'iMttJe ,o,ijic earth.', ,. . -.

. .. .

L

n out of some of his paintings. .

"What effect will it have on art in
general?" he was asked.

'For a time all art will be one of his-

toric In such times as
these one cannot indulge in imagination,
it is trea.-o-u toward one's country. Imagi-
nation is for times of peace, and his-

toric jcproduetion for times of war
you see. wr owe our country what oar
eyes see. when that "country is.- - in its death
pangs. It one sees one's mother dyimj,
one does not imagine how dreadful it is,
uistead, mademoiselle, one keeps the eyes
open, for the thing itself is more impera-
tive than any imagination can lie. It i

a little more dreadful and a little kindlier
than we knew."

VTIien on do noethink that war crip-pic- s

nrt."
Art Crippled by War.

''Ob. yes, war cripples everything, why
not art Kut out-o- f it. ri-i- from the

art the salamander will appear
again, stronger, more hardy, more en-

during."
''Will everything be pretty literal fur a

while"
"For a while. I will die, my art will-die- .

1 would have it so. 1 not-onl- give
my own life willingly to my country, I
give also my art's life ran I do moret
I know this thai J have tried to do, this
painting in the air, this gathering of

impie.-sioii- s. will not endure, but
it is needed, and for France 1 give my
everything."

The Baron broke in. "My dear Lieu-

tenant, that is a very beautiful thing,
that which ou have ju-- t put into words

I know a. lot oi artiaU who might give

their lives, but ccitainly not their hope of
au artistic imiuurtahty,"

T.e. Lieutenant waved his buiiiL., "It is
nothing exceptional, my friend, ,wc aro all
doing our JitUe, why iu.i -- I ? X luivtt.Jiad
my day a! painting for m9clf. now I
would paint for others. .1 nunc to America
vA a rcpre.-ejiUiliv- o of the French air
fcervne. with uy pajiitmg Jo nrou-Ci-we- ll

wluitcver .such pictures arvNL-ic- - --

and if it is not patriot lbtn,. thou, .made-i- .

iDoi-ell- e. T have, failed somewhere. '

"With my paintings - on exhibition
foine time in March at the Ander.-o-n .CJal-lerie- s-

1 shall al-- o show bombs ami a
(iuyncmer aeroplane, while some pronii--ue- nt

airmen will lecture, and I''!p)r"nps

Sketches Aerial Com-

bats While Miles
High, as Shells Burst
and Death Threat-en- s

Every Instant

also. From these galleries I shall go to
others in Boston, Chicago and San Frau-eise- o;

the proceeds are for the children
of the aviators killed in action, aud there
are too many of them, too many."

"Wen you yourself in action. Lieu-

tenant I"
" never piloted, I was acting only as

Observateur-Bombanli- er au groupe d'Ks-cadril- le

de bombardment."
"Tell me," I said, ''just our method of

air painting."
Work While in Fliffht.

He brought out a chart. A sketch of
an air craft, a few dots, a line or two and
about thirty numerals.

"Thus," be explained, ''do I get the
exact color. I have a chart here by which
each shade is instantly li ;cd. For instance,
number one is white, number seven is
blue, number twenty-eigh- t red and so on.
'Iffesc numbers I mark imickly as I am
observing the scene, making ju-- t a hasty
sketch of the position of trees, houses,
clouds and machines. It is of course
quite impossible to paint all this in while
flying, things move too fast, both on land
and in the sky aud I tan only make
notes, trusting to my sensations to carry
them out to the development of the fin-

ished painting. Anything else would be
only a sort of well cubism."

"You do not believe in cubism and im-

pressionism ?'
He. threw up bin hands. ''Cubism, no,

mademoiselle, that is, dishonest child's
play it nothing for a grown
man. Impressionism is different, yes, I
can believe in that, providing it is no a
cover for ignorance."

"And what do you think ofAmcrican
artists!"

"Very good.,, Some of them like Sar-
gent, Walter (lay and Cecelia Keaux, they
are ffiitional, all bright, gay, quick, not
very deep perhaps, ' but happy.' They'
wear happy, efficient clothes, look intel-
ligent up to a certain' point", have a good
deal of motion that is enough."

Some one cotitradirled liiili, for the
sake of argument.

A Tribute to America.
He answered: ''So one is a 'prophet "iii

his own country. America i,s ot a clearer,
brighter fabric, because she has not
passed through all the dye baths of Kit-rop- e.

Americans should make good
fighters, they have no extraneous barriers
to. pass through, no ancient culture to
hold them back; they primarily peo-

ple of action, and not ,of dreams. They
hav no languors, either of mind o'r
body. American life iti itsclt' is a 'soit of
civ1 war, ending in what is called a suc-

cessful business man, financier, banker-"-- '
wjiat ou will."

"And what aiiont the books that have
been writ ten .on, the war!"

"Had," he said, a little color mounting
into his forehead. "Bad, bad, bad
nearly all of them. Sen-alion- al docu-
ments that have nothing whatsoever to dn
with the heart. False from beginning to

(('out i n in il on tiUoii imj jHiiiry, l'


